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The Chronicles of
Addington Peace

BY B. FLETCHER ROBINSON

Co-author with A. Conan Doyle of *T'he Hound of the Baskervilles,” Etc,

The Vanished Millionaire

F&.' lstood with my baek to the fire,
h..“; | smoking snd pursling over it.
S

y It was worth all the headlines
the newspapers had given it;
there was no leophol: to the

mystery,

Both sides of the Atlantic knew Silas
J. Ford.,  He had estalilishod o business
roputation in America that had made
him & celebrity in England from the
day be stepped off the liner. Onee in
London his syndicstes and companies
il consolidutions had startled the slow-
moving British mind.  The commercinl
sy of the United Kingdom wis aver-
shadowed by himn and his schemes. The
papers were full of pruise and blame, of
puffa and degunciations, e was a
millioninee; he was on the yerge of &
smash that would paralyze the markets
of the world. He was sn abetainer, o
drunkard, a gambler, o most religions
man, o was n confirmed bochelor, n
womun hater; his engagement was to
be announeed shortly.  So was the gos-
gip kept rolling with the limelight alwiys
contered upon the spot where Silus J,
Ford happened to be standing.

And now he had disappeared, van-
ished, evaporated.

On the night of December 18, &
Thursday, he had left London for Men-
don hall, the fine old Hampshire man-
gion that he had rented from Lord
Beverly, The two most trusted men
it hiw office abcompanied him.  Friday
mortiing he had spent with them; but
at three o'clock the pair had retarned
to London, leaving dmir whief behind,
From four to seven he had been shut
up with his secretary. 1t woe o hird
titne [Or evory one, n time verging up-
on panie, and ot such times Silas J
Ford wis not snidle man.

At eight o'clock he had dined. His
ot recreation was musie, and ofter
theé meal he hoad plaved the organ in
tho picture gallery for an holir. At &
quarter past eleven he retired o his
bedroom, dismissing Jackson, his body
servant, for the might.  Thrie-quarters
of un hour Ister, however, Marbord,
bis weoretsiey, had been callsd to the
swivatd teluplhone, for Nr. Ford had
Ln.nghl sun exteniion wire from the
neighboring town of Camdon. |t was
a London message, and so urgent that
he decided 1o wake his |'hlr'¥ There
war no answer to Hia knock, and on
entering the room he found that Mr
Ford was not in bed, He was sar-
prised, But in no way suspicious, and
started 1o search the house, He was
joined by a footman, and a little later,
b Jackson and the butler.  Astonish-
mont changed to alarm.  Other sery-
ants were roteed to aid in the guest.
Finally, a party, provided with lan-
terns from tho stables, commenced to ox-
wirling the grounds

Snow had [allen early in the day,
covering the great lawns in front of
the entrance poarch with s soft white
blanket, about an meh in thickness, It
was the head-groom who struck the
trail.  Apparently Mr, Ford hid walk-
el out of the poreh; and #o over the
drive and scross the lawn townrds the
wall that bounded the public road.
This road, which led feom Meudon vil-
Inge Lo the town of Camdon, crossed
the front of Meudon hall at o distunce
of some quarter of & mile.

There was no doubt as to the identi-
ty of the foutprints, for Silas Ford af-
feoted a brond, square-toed boot, easily

recognigphle from its unusunl impres-
mion,

They tracked him by their lanterns
to the park wall, and there all trace
of him disappeared. The wall was of
rough stone, easily surmountable by
nn netive man.  The snow that covered
the rond outside hsd boen --Iultln-.ﬂ
into muddy paste by the traflic of th
day; thete wire no further footprings
observahle.

i )

Ihe party returned to the house in
great bewilderment.  The tvlrplmm- Lo
London hrought no explanation, and
the following morning Mr. Harbord
enught the first train to lown o make
inguires,  For private reasons his friend
dud not desire pulilivity for the affair,
nnd it was not until the late alternoon,
when all their investigations had prov-
ed fruitless; that they eommunicated
with Beotland Yard, When the papers
went to press the wherdnbouts of (he
rent My, Ford still romusinesd 4 maytery,

In keen curiosity 1 set off up the
glairg (o Inspector Peace’s room,  Pep-
||:'.L||1 the little detective had later nows
ta give me. _

I found him standing with his back
to the fire pufling st his eigarette with
n plump solemnity, A bog, neally
strappid, lay on the rug at his feet,  He
nodded w weloome, walching me over
his glasses,

“1 expeeted you, Mr. Phillips,” he
sadd,  “And bow do you expliin it?"

“A love affuir or temporary insan-
ity 1 suggested vaguoly.

“Surely we enn combine those
solutions,” he smiled, ‘Any-
thing else?™

“No I came to ask your opins
jon, "

SMy mind is void of vheories,
Mr. !'llll“l_ll'. wodd I shall endeavor
to keep it 8o for the present

ik

I you wish 10 amuse yoursell by dis-
cursing  possibilities, 1 would suggest
yaur consideration of the reason why, if
e wanled to disappear quietly, he
should leave so ahvious 4 traok through
the snow of his own lawn.  For mysell,
ns 1 am leaving for Camdon vis Water-
loo siation in 28 minutes, T shall hope
for more definite data hefore night.”

“Peser,”” 1 pshed him eagerly, * may
I come with vou?"

“IF you ean be peady in time, " he
sail.

It was past two o'vlock when we ar-
rived at the old town of Comdon: A
cirrage met us at the station Five
minutes more and we woere clear of
the narrow  #treets and olimbing the
first bare ridge of the downs. It was
n desolate prospoet enough —a bure ox-
panse of wind-swept land  that  rose
and Tell with the sweeping regularity
of the Puacifie swell, Here and ther
A vlump of ragged frs showed black
wigainst the snow, Under that gentle
carpet thoe arip tarf of the eroests and
the brond plough lands of the Jower
ground alike lay hidden. 1 shivered,
drawing my coat more closely  about
(1T

It was hall an hour liter that we
topped  u swelling rise and saw  (he
gray towers of the anpient mansion he-
neath us.  To the shelter of the valloy
by the quiet river, that now lay froaen
imto silenee, the trivs had grown into
spelendil woodlands, cireling the hall
wn the furtlwe side.  From the broad

“As he did so, I caught his profile
ageinst the light."

SAHLTWIN, LOI0EN O FIAT MIVer and
Ida D.

MNet. . J 8 YMarke of Yissilimdan

frant the white lawns rrept down ta
the romd on which we were driving.
Durk musses of shrubberies and the
Uracery of seitfered trees broke | heir
wilent  lovels.  The park  wall  thae
feneed them Trom the romd stood out
like an ok loe ruled apon paper

“It must have been there that he
(l_i-npfu-uﬂ'd," I erisdd, with a speatiln-
tive hngor

“So 1 imagine, " said Penos, il if
hie huis spent two nights on the Hamp-
shire downs; ho will be looking for o
fire todny. You have rather more
than your fair share of the rog. Mr.
Phillips, if vou will excuse my men-
Lining it i

A man was standing on the steps of
the enteanee poreh when we droyve up.
As we unrollvd oursolves T stspigud
forwanrd to help us. He was o thin,
pale-faced fellow, with fair hair, and
indeterminate oyes,

"My nnme i Horbord,” he said.

Your wre Inspector Addington Peace, 1
boliewe, ™

Hig hand shook ax he stretehed it
out in w tremulous greeting,  Plainly
the sevretary was afraid, visibly and
snxionsly afruid, '

“Mr. Ransom, the manager of My,
Ford's Londen offive, is Here," he con-
tnued. e s waiting (o soe you i
the hibrary, ™

We followed him throngh o gread
hall into & room lined with books from
floor to eciling, A stout, datk man,
who was pacing it like a beast in a
cage, stopped wt the sight of us,  His
fneie, ax he turned, looked pinehed anid
gray in the full lighe,

“Inspecior  Pewee, oh?" Wb said.
"Woll, inspestor, if you want s vewnrd,
nme t I vou want to pull the hovse
down only say the word,  But find him
for us, or, by heaven, we're done.

“Te it ud bad as that?"

" You eun kewp s secrel, | suppos

Yes—it couldn't well be worse t Was
otrieky time; he had bali bis Kelidmes
in his own hoad: he pover trusted even
me altogother. If he wore dowd |
could plan something, bui now—""

He thumped his hand on (he table
and torned away 1o the window

“When vour Lhsl suw Mreo Ford was
b A goodd Lealith?  Dud he stand the
strain? "™

e witn ney *f

“Ford hiks no nerves

bertor in his life

In (these  growt _lr.lrl'-;l"lllnll- fir
would have his encmjes. I his plang
sueeended there would Be many hanld
hit, pechaps rninod.  Hive van wny
suspicion of u man whao, to save him-
self, might make away with M
e Loy
Iurril - ")

N sl ilie momuger, after o mos
ment's thought. “ No, 1 eannot give you
wosingle name. The plavers are all big
men, mspector, | don’t say that their
conscienees wonld stop them from trye
ing sueh o trick, but it wouldn't be
worth their while, They hold off when
goul 8 the cortam punishment,

““Wis {ha fnancial erisis in his own
alfnirs genceeplly known?™

“Certainly not.”

“Who wonld know of 17"

“There might be a doten men on
both #ides of the Atlantie who.would
suspect the truth,  But 1 don't sups
posa that more than four people were
actually in possession of the fnets”

wi

“And who would they be?

Miller of 8t. Louis.
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